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habit of thinking of the consequences of what I
proposed to do. When I returned to Pans, after
the autumn had passed, I told the story to an artist
friend, an ultraradical, how I stood at my window
with a loaded rifle by my side, and the Emperor
twenty feet below, and he shouted with fury, "And
you didn't kill him?" Time and fate have pun-
ished him more fitly than I should have done, and
wise men leave these things to time and fate. they walked up and
